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he heard the word mentioned; the atmosphere
of this particular Christmas was strongly lodged
in his mind.

As soon as Penjami was at a safe distance, Jussi
set off at a trot to the little cabin on Pig Hill
Some instinct drew him away from home even
at that late hour; it was as if he expected to find
the real Christmas on Pig Hill, one that would
certainly not come to Nikkila. Ah, if he could
spend this evening with the Pig Hill boys! At
home Jussi has no companions.

At Pig Hill the arrival of Jussi caused surprise;

the mother, Kustaava, took it for a sign that

Penjami was in a bad temper.   Tactful inquiries,

however, revealed that there had been no quarrel.

Penjami had gone out somewhere and Jussi had

crept here . . . well, in a way it was easy to

understand.    Turnip-stew   lent   a   flavour   of

Christmas to the room, but Jussi guessed rightly

that he was not to share in it.   A shadow fell

over his mood;  he slipped noiselessly from the

room, enigmatical as a Christmas omen.   And

after this instinctively undertaken excursion there

was nothing left to do but go home, away from

under  the   emerging   stars.   Indoors   a   torch

burned as on other nights.   The  family was

waiting for the master before proceeding to the

bath-house.   But as the bath-house was cooling,

the common steam-bath had to be taken without

him.